XVIII
THE quick Indian twilight is going and it-
is worth while turning away from the
camp for a final look at the countryside.
Impossible not to be affected by that
poetry of the return of man and beast to
home and byre which moved the classical
poet such centuries ago, and which is
common to all countrysides. But here the
appeal, reduced to so extreme a sim-
plicity, has the pathos of contentment'
with so little.
In a great haze of dust the buffaloes are
lumbering home. All day the huge brutes
have been in charge of a couple of tiny
boys, who have whiled away the long
hours in snaring lizards, and in setting the
very queer insects known as praying
zaantises to fight. The cows come in under
more responsible control and will presently
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